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KDiTORS LETTER 


“Dig is a magazine?!?!” 


Diq and re-affirms our work. I’ll never 

understand why our readers pretend to be 
puzzled every time they pick up a copy. May- 
be I don’t want to know. Their jokes about our 
pristine publication always make me laugh 
every month. It’s like every person on campus 
is a comedian for one day and it makes me 
feel great. 


I love when someone picks up an issue of 


Honestly, it’s their gags that really make the two days of work we do a month worth 
every minute. Hell Week, as we call it. It’s when we, the Diq Clique, bunker down 
for two days straight (9 a.m.-3:30 p.m.), only taking a single two-hour break in the 
midst of our work to eat soup and half-sandwiches at Chili’s. Three articles and a 
calendar never looks like much on their own, but when we stretch it out over sixteen 
pages. ..that’s when it really turns into something special. 


I love Dig. ’m probably the biggest Dig you'll ever meet, along with a few others 
on our staff. But it’s not just us who are the Digs. Anyone who’s a fan of our magazine 
is a Dig too. I love looking at the strange expressions on our Digs’ faces when they see 
each new edition. Sometimes I walk up to them and say, “Welcome to the club, you 
Diq!” They usually get an even stranger look on their mug at that point, evading my 
eyes like they were the Black Plague. 


I discovered over the years that I have a naturally intimidating stare. No one ever 
had to tell me this. I learned it from watching weaker people evade my glare. And for 
some reason, I’ve learned it more and more since I started taking up an entire page 
with this article and my monthly photo (my single contribution). I’m just a natural go- 
getter. People can’t handle looking into these eyes. It doesn’t matter who I talk to, they 
always resort to looking directly above my eyes or right beneath my forehead instead 
of making eye contact. I never take it personally though, since a lot of Digs are just 
naturally shy and shrink back when put on the spot. 


But being shy isn’t a bad thing. Not everyone can actually be a part of a magazine, 
especially for one as important as this. But, in a way, that’s the good thing about Dig. 
The time it takes to read an issue is only a little longer than what it took to produce. 

Thusly, you can rest assured that when you’re holding a copy of my work in your 
hands, you’ve got Dig. 


Eyebrows McGee, editor in chief 
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y friend Tony thought he 
Mi was invincible. I’m not try- 

ing to “bag” on the guy, but 
he could be a little cocky from time 
to time. As a matter of fact, his at- 
titude got him into trouble on more 
than one occasion. Tony also had 
a big problem with drinking. I’m not 
trying to sound like a “wet blan- 
ket” or anything, but one time Tony 
drank so much that he threw up. 
Maybe | sound a little “old fash- 
ioned” for saying this, but to me 
Tony’s drinking was becoming a 
serious problem. 

One night Tony invited me to go 
to a party that | knew would have 
alcohol. | was raised Mormon, so 
| usually avoid environments with 
heavy alcohol consumption; how- 
ever, Tony’s mother and father had 
just died in a terrible drunk driv- 
ing accident a week ago and Tony 
needed help getting their deaths 
off of his mind. So | went with him 
to make sure that things didn’t get 
too out of hand and to give him a 
safe, sober ride home. 

When we got to the party, Tony 
immediately started drinking and 
,although | wanted to ask him to 
stop, | knew that | had to let him 
deal with his pain in his own way. 
As Tony finished his second shot, 


| suggested that the night was still 
young and that he didn’t have to 
be such a “Speedy Gonzales” with 
all of those shots. 

“Come on man,” Tony said. 
“Don’t be such a faggot.” Those 
words would echo through my 
mind for weeks to come. “Come on 
man, don't be such a faggot.” 

| decided to leave Tony alone 
for a little while and tried to find 
someone else who wasn’t drink- 
ing at the party. It seemed like ev- 
eryone at the party was drinking, 
but | eventually found a really nice 
looking girl sitting by herself in the 
corner who wasn’t. | introduced 
myself and asked her who she 
was here with. She told me that 
she was attending the party with 
some girlfriends. She said that she 
didn’t usually come to parties like 
this, but she wanted to make sure 
that her friends got home safely to- 
night. | couldn't believe my luck. 

The room was getting pretty 
smoky so | asked “Sarah” (That's 
the name we'll refer to her as from 
now on) if she wanted to go out- 
side to get a little air. Instead, she 
suggested that we go upstairs and 
use one of the vacant rooms to talk. 
As we walked up the stairs, | saw 
Tony doing a keg stand out of the 


yy 


By Joseph Smith 
Illustration by Moran Grunje 


corner of my eye. | felt bad leaving 
Tony alone, but “Sarah” was really 
turning out to be something special 
and | really wanted to talk to her in 
a more intimate setting. 

We ended up talking for hours 
in the master bedroom. | found out 
that “Sarah” was a devout Chris- 
tian and that she went on annual 
missions down to South America 
to spread Christ’s love and to hand 
out food to those in need. She also 
told me that she worked as a youth 
leader at her church and that she 
read Bible stories to the children 
during Sunday school. After a little 
while, | started to have a weird, 
warm feeling in my stomach and | 
realized that all of this talk about 
Jesus was the cause of it. Every- 
thing that “Sarah” had said about 
helping people and loving your fel- 
low man was really beautiful and 
it started to make me feel good. 


Come to think of it, | almost felt like - 


my religion wasn’t the right one for 
me anymore. 

Suddenly, like a bolt of light- 
ning out of a clear sky, my God 
appeared in front of me. His tail 
rattled ferociously as he shook 
his mighty, scaly thorax. His many 
brows furrowed and he said unto 
me, “Thou have betrayed my love. 
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Now thou must suffer the wrath of 
me, the Mormon God!” 

“Please,” | begged. “Do not 
sting me with your scorpion ven- 
om, my God. Allow me to atone for 
my most grievous of all sins.” 

“Very well,” God agreed. “Smite 
this woman and we'll call it even.” 
God then stepped into 
his Mazda Protégé and 
attempted to start the 
car. The engine stalled 
the first three times 
and then God asked 
if he could get a jump. 
| told him that my car 
was outside and that it 
would be very hard to 
bring it upstairs to give 
him a jump. All the while, “Sarah,” 
was looking at me as if she could 
not see my bizarre and antiquated 
Mormon God. 

As God continued to try to 
start his car, | took off my belt and 
strangled her until she was dead. | 
then proceeded to prod her lifeless 
corpse until strange fluids began 
to secrete from her anus. | dipped 
my fingers in the fluid and sampled 


“This 


a bit of it for myself. It turns out 
that her fecal matter was a hallu- 
cinogen and it sent my senses on 
a roller coaster ride to Dr. Fright- 
marestein’s castle on the Transyl- 
vanian moon and back again. 
When | came to my senses | 
found that | had been arrested for 


is where the pull-quote goes. For the love of 
God please someone remember to put the pull-quote 
in so that we dont look like fucking morons with | 


placeholder text as a quote.” 


the murder of “Sarah” and that the 
evidence against me was over- 
whelming. But that’s okay, be- 
cause God promised that he would 
review my case and possibly rep- 
resent me. 

But the worst news came when 
| found out that Tony had fallen 
asleep at the party and woke up in 


the house the next morning with a 
really awful hangover. And as | sit 
in my jail cell, awaiting my trial, | will 
always remember the fateful words 
uttered to me that night. “Come on 
man, don’t be such a faggot.” | was 
close with a dead girl, Tony. Who's 
the fucking faggot now? 


-Shmiley Botocks 


What I’m really trying to say 
here is that drinking is wrong and if 
you drink, your head will hurt in the 
morning. If only Tony could have 
figured that out before it was too 
late. 


(0D YOU AREN'T 
JOHNNY (OTTIZGUN.. 


The chilling true life story of a man who lost 
everything...that was attatched to his body. 
And he lives, just barely, to tell the tale. 


By Markus Gordybockensteimer 


ome students are blind, and 
S= see the overhead from 

anywhere in the class. Some 
students are deaf, and can’t hear the 
question no matter how many times a 
professor screams it at them. Some 
students have one arm missing, or one 
leg missing, and have to get around on 
just three limbs. But only one student 
is all of these things, and so much 
more...er, less. Johnny Gottizgun, a 
junior in the Biology Department, just 
got home from Iraq last year, after 
recovering in Baghdad from a shell 
blast that left him crippled. 

“When | woke up in the hospital,” 
Johnny says, communicating in morse 
code by banging his torso on the back 
of his wheelchair, “the doctor told me 
that | was blind. And that | had no 
legs. And no arms. | tried to make a 
joke, asked him, ‘Well, at least it can’t 
get any worse, right?’ He just laughed 
and said, ‘Not unless you count not 
having a face as worse.’ He thought 
that was really funny.” 

And as it turned out, things could 
get worse for Johnny, a lot worse. 


6 april 12005 diq magazine diq magazine diq magazine diq magazine diq magazine diq magazine 


After arriving home, he waited at the airport for his 
girlfriend to pick him up. Turns out, she’d been having 
sex with his brother and his best friend the entire time 
he was gone. “I was so upset, | tried to throw a punch. 
Fell right out of my wheelchair.” Johnny's friend then 
proceeded to kick the already near-lifeless hunk of 
flesh, and by the time he’d stopped, Johnny had lost 
his hearing, as well as his capacity for speech, and 
any complex motor functions. 

Dejected, Johnny returned home, figuring that if 
all else failed, he could at least live with his parents 
while he completed his final semester at CSULB. 


Unfortunately, after only a day living under his 
parent’s porch, his father kicked him out. “I felt for 
my son, | really did,” said Pat Gottizgun. “But he’s 
disgusting. Have you seen him? He doesn't even 
have a face, for god’s sake. How am | supposed to 
film seedy skin-flicks all day long with that soulless 
hunk of flesh just rolling around in the living room?” 

Johnny threw himself, literally, into school. He 
hoped that he would find acceptance at CSULB, a 
place to belong. Unfortunately, even the bleeding 
hearts at the Disabled Student Services couldn't 
stomach him. “They told me that they only provided 
help for Disabled Students, that they aren’t miracle 
workers. They told me | was about 20% of my flesh 
short of even being technically considered human.” 

But Johnny persists, still attending classes, 
writing papers, and taking tests, even though he 
can’t hear or see anything in class, and he has no 
arms, so his writing is sloppy at best, and he can't 
really “process information,” so his tests are pretty 
much just Scantrons covered in drool... Still, he is a 
courageous man, if he can still be called that, since 
the explosion that robbed Johnny of so much also 
stole his manhood. 

He has taken action though, refusing to just 
sit back and be tread upon by students who aren't 


“They told me that they only provided help for Disabled Students, 
that they aren’t miracle workers. They told me | was about 20% of 
my flesh short of even being technically considered human.” 


mindful where they step. Johnny has started a 
student awareness group, called the Legless Armless 
Sightless Hearing-Deprived Faceless Under-Cared- 
About Students Against Ignorance, or LASHeD 
FUCkAS Against Ignorance. The group, which still 
only consists of its brave founder, is dedicated to 
making students on campus aware of where Johnny 
is resting, so that they don’t accidentally step on him, 
or kick him...or possibly pick him up and put him into 
the trash can. 

“Yeah it’s tough.” Johnny says, “Sometimes guys 
joke around too much, throw you away, flush you 


Johnny Gottizgun 


down the toilet, play catch with you, practice punting 
using you as a football, but you know—it’s a life. 
I'm happy, and | know there’s plenty other LASHeD 
FUCKAS out there. Or maybe, at least, one,” he says 
bashfully, his deformed face-hole distorting in what 
one assumes must pass for a smile. 

Student reaction to the organization, and its 
outspoken leader, has been mixed. One student, 
Jack Swooze, member of the Alpha Sigma fraternity, 
had this to say: “You know, | think he’s really brave. 
He’s an amazing guy, I’ve got nothing bad to say 
about him; except for this one time | stepped in it, 
| mean him, and got slimy Johnny juice all over my 
brand new shoes.” 

Through it all, Johnny just tries to stay positive. 
“You know, | just think about all those less fortunate, 
and | pity them. Like dead people—well, actually | 
kind of envy them. But things could be worse. Like, 
what if | didn’t have any lungs? Or...actually, that’s 
the only vital organ | have left. So yeah. | mean, | may 
not have limbs, or a face, or any of my five senses, 
but I do still have my lung. You just have to appreciate 
your life, live it to the fullest, and appreciate what 
you have. Even if all you have is one lung and a 
wheelchair that’s so rusted it doesn’t move.” 
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Mother Knows 
OSet =: 


By N. Bates Ill 


— 


love campus life here ear 
Gy at CSULB. Theres see 
SO much diversity the 

Ey and camaraderie that goes on between mee 

the students that it makes me feel — \dis 
Proud to be a part of 1¢ all However, when | 
"1é comes to the subject of still living with your 
parents, namely your mother, most people are less 
Lhan understanding When | tell people that | still 
lve with my mother, they call me names, like, loser,” or 
mamas boy. But to them | say, whats 80 wrong with 
oy Ying a mamas boy? My name is Calvin and Im here to say 

that lm a Cal State Long Beach student and a mamas boy and 
thats okay! 3 
One of the reasons | love living with Mother so much is because of 
our late afternoon harpsichord recitals. Mother and | play by the fire al- 
most every might after | come home from class and all of my troubles seem 

Lo melt away. And on the rare occasion that lm too stressed out to CHOY 

the music, Mother always Knows how to cheer me up. She gently combs My 
hair with her soft. paw-like hands and coos to me sweetly. | weep openly, my. 
tears falling softly upon her homemade sundress. It deesnt take long before 
her Mommy-magic’ sends all my cares flying away onto a shooting star and 
Tar, far away. 
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Some days | come home from school in tears, lost in a world 
that | don’t belong. I'll think that nothing can pick me up after 
the terrible day I've had, but then Mother always proves me 
wrong. |'ll walk through the door and see the sun light up 
Mother's golden locks of hair. She'll beckon to me with her 
siren’s call and my ship of misery crashes into the rocks every 
time. | want to kiss her. Not on the cheek, as she permits me 
to do once every night before | go to sleep, but on the lips. I've 
seen the way they kiss in movies and on TV and | want to be 
kissed that way by Mother. 

Sometimes | dream that Mother takes me up into her pow- 
erful arms and carries me to the top of a mountain where we 
can touch the stars and laugh at crippled people. On days like 
these, I'll awake in my bed to find that Mother has bathed me 
~ and slipped me into my pajamas. 

I've tried to tell people about how great Mother is, but the re- 
action always seems to be the same. No one wants to believe 
in the love that Mother feels for me and they laugh mockingly. 
Sometimes | wish that | could tear out my eyes and shatter my 
eardrums with a screwdriver so that | won't have to hear or 
see all of the ugliness in the world. Just because the rest of 
the world doesn’t have a Mother as nice as mine, that doesn’t 
mean that they can try to tear my world apart with their disdain. 
| disdain them! 

| love my mother so much that sometimes | dream that we 


When Mother died, | was very sad. At first, | didn’t tell any- 
one about Mother's death, but then my grades started slipping 
at school and some of my professors were starting to become 
concerned. They all stared at me with their accusing eyes. 

“Perhaps the boy put poison in her ear,” they would say. “He 
probably wears her homemade sundress at night and mastur- 
bates all over it until he falls asleep in a puddle of jism,” they 
thought. “Surely he must have cut the old woman’s body open 
and crawled inside her womb for warmth,” they supposed. 

But no one understands that Mother is much more than a 
woman. All they see is the amniotic fluid that | mined from her 
corpse, so that | can fill the bathtub with her life force and fall 
asleep in it night after night. They see the necklace | made out 
of her eyelashes and teeth and they say, “that necklace looks 
like shit.” 

Did you know that Mother raised me all by herself because 
Father tried to eat a mirror and died? She never had a real job 
so she forced me to sell my prepubescent body to eccentric, 
millionaire pedophiles. The plan didn’t last very long because 
she gashed me in the face with a broken wineglass. It was my 
fault, really. | wouldn't eat any of the Faberge eggs that mother 
had cooked for me. | should have eaten the eggs. | eat eggs 
every day now. | eat Mother's eggs, too. She doesn't need 
them anymore. I’m her one and only. After all, I’m her one and 
only little prince. 


are both Kangaroos and that she nestles me deep insid C 
her pouch where it is warm and safe from the persecuting 
of the jungle cat student body. 
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By Rick Derris 


tudents and Faculty of the Cal State Long Beach have been 

buzzing about the newest, most unsuspected addition to 

the campus, which have been arriving since the start of the 
semester and met with mixed reactions by prior inhabitants. 

Journeying from the Eastern coast of Nairobi, zillions upon 
trillions of swarming bees have infested the buildings and back 
alleys of the campus, making quite an impact on the daily lives 
of students and teachers alike. While many seem not to mind 
or even notice the bees, some have become irritated by their 
constant annoyances, and others are indignant toward the rapid 
bee population increase because of the constant lack of class space 
suffered by students. 

“I’ve been here a long time and I haven’t seen this many bees 
since that bad trip I had my third senior year, in “78” reported Jay 
Fiveskin, 32nd-year Botanical Science major. “Frankly, I don’t 
appreciate having to share a crowded classroom, or top floor of 
a Psyche Tower with a bunch of lousy friggin’ bees. It’s like, if 
you’re gonna be here, why don’t you chip in a little? I could pay 
half a teacher’s salary for what it costs to park around this place, 
and they’re hanging around for free? That’s bullshit with a capital 
Bee.” 

The CSULB faculty have been caught off guard by the Eastern 
Nairobian bee influx, and are scrambling to provide students with 
adequate notification of the bees presence on campus. Signs have 
been posted around the parameter of the parking structure, conveying 
the information with the not-so-telling message, “BEES.” Other 
measures taken to inform the students have included scrawling 
the same message on the chalkboards of the campus restrooms, 
but these attempts have been unsuccessful due to the potty-ers 
insistence on obscuring the warning with petty attempts at humor. 

Most of such attempts are nothing more than the added words, 
“are gay,” or “suck,” and other discriminatory jabs. Some students, 
however, have proved to be more elaborate hoaxers, coming up 
with assertions as creative as “College is BE-ES,” and the less 
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“T see what happens to those kids when they 
stung—they cry so hard you’d think they had been 
shot by a friggin’ elephant gun. To hell with that! 
[ see.a Dee, lain. Thewkids - |. 


can wait for me to get back 


9 


when the coast 1s clear.’ 


clever, more hostile call for “NiaroBEEStrangement.” 

Officials at the school credit the bee discrimination to a 
small group of radicals who have developed a hatred for the 
bees out of their intense fear. Since the outset of the semester, 
as many as 80 students and faculty have been diagnosed with 
what professionals are calling “Niarobiphobia.” Symptoms 
include high-pitched shrieks and, often times, pansy-style 
running at the sight of as little as one bumbling bee. 

Speaking under the condition of anonymity, one 
Nairobiphobic commented, “I run from bees, I don’t care. 
Call me what you want, those things can kill you. What’s 
that? No, they haven’t killed anyone yet...but it’s just my 
luck, I'll be the first to go.” The individual rambled on for 
several minutes about his long history of humility from his 
fear of bees. “I work as a counselor at a summer camp and 
I see what happens to those kids when they stung—they cry 
so hard you’d think they had been shot by a friggin’ elephant 
gun. To hell with that! I see a bee, I run. The kids can wait for 
me to get back when the coast is clear.” 

While this type of behavior may only be observed among a 
small minority of the students, administrators and campus big 
wigs have decided that something needs to be done to raise 
tolerance among Nairobiphobics for the growing number of 
bees. After kicking around ideas of mandatory bee-awareness 
classes and drugging the Coke fountains in on-campus 
eateries, one possibility has quickly risen to the top of the 
list as the most likely and best all-around solution. Most 
campus Officials agree that changing the current 49er mascot 
to a bee oriented alternative would increase tolerarice while 
modernizing the schools out-of-date fashion. The most likely 
choice for the new mascot is the Long Beach State Bees, 
because it’s simple enough not to confuse the gum-chewing, 


Ugh sporting brainiacs who are still trying to figure out which — 


mummy is buried in the pyramid. 


“We think this is the best way to deal with the bee epidemic 
because it ties a wide variety of good things together,” said 
presidential hopeful Moregin Wielder, who has been working 
on the problem. “I’ve always been a strong believer in the 
saying, ‘If you can’t beat ‘em, join ‘em.’ It just so happens 
that ‘joining them’ can earn a lot of extra money for the school 
through various bee-related school-pride clothing designs 
created to target specific groups of students.” 

The marketing plan that Wielder is proposing has been given 
the slogan, “Bee Diverse,” and has plans to appeal to most 
every major group of people by using specialized versions of 
the new school mascot. 

For the large Latino student population, we will be 
introducing Jos-bee, a mild-mannered, frijole-shaped bee icon. 
The Beesian line will target the Math and Science departments, 
and the O-bee-se icon will depict a overweight bee for the 
campus fatbodies to identify with. Originally intended for the 
African American community, the “Dilly Bee Williams” line 
has proven immensely popular amongst the Star Wars nerds, 
better known as “the Caucasian community.” 

Other plans include a rainbow striped bee aimed to attract 
the homosexual community, but plans have been postponed 
indefinitely after sample audiences found the first designs, 


“so last season.” 


“We’re still brainstorming to appeal to more groups,” 
added presidential candidate Wielder, “and we’re proud to 
announce the newest addition directed at the Nairobiphobics. 
We’re calling it, “BEE Careful!” I’m personally quite proud 
of this particular line, because I thought of it myself and I 
feel that it shows my natural comedic abilities. I expect this 
endeavor to “bee” such a success that I’ve incorporated it into 
my presidential campaign. My new slogan is going to be, 
“Vote for Moregin, or I’Il make you lick my ‘B’s.’ Get it? It’s 
funny two-fold.” 
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By Warwick Davis 


Last week, Dig Underground had the pleasure of a sit down with 
one of the biggest bands‘ever to grace the pop charts once be- 
fore disappearing in a haze of confusion and apathy: A-HA. We 
caught up with the band outside of a porn-shop in Downtown 
LA. Only one member showed up, wearing his typical heartthrob 
leather jacket and flaming hip-hugger Levi's. 


Dig: To start, what have you gentlemen been doing since the 80s? 
A-Ha: Well we put out a few more albums as a group before splitting 
off to work on other projects. Actually, Magne Furuholmen has a fairly 
successful career as a solo artist. 

D: Magnum Firehelmet? 

A: No, Magne Furuholmen. He was in the band with us... 

D: Your names are pretty freaky. Were your parents hippies? 

A: No, we are from Norway. 

D: Is your house furnished with IKEA furniture? 

A: That is Sweden. 

D: Same thing. Our Dig research department has informed me that 
your latest hit single is called “Take On Me.” What's that all about? 
A: That was twenty years ago, friend. We released many singles 
since then, enough to make a compilation. 

D: You won seven MTV Video Music Awards, the most ever in his- 
tory. Then, you vanished clean off the face of the earth. Honestly, we 
thought you were as dead as Sinead O'Connor's career. 

A: Like | said, we had many other songs and got a lot of work. We 
played at the Nobel Peace Prize ceremony in 1999. 

D: That’s pussy shit. Ever played the Glass House in Pomona? Now 
that’s hard core. : 

A: The Nobel Peace Prize is a very prestigious award. It's given to 
promote peace among mankind. 

D: Yeah, whatever. | bet nobody moshed that shit. Anyway, what's 
up with the video for your only song? It’s all cartoony and shit. 

A: Well, that wasn’t out only song. The creation of the film was like a 
story. It didn’t have much to do with the song, except the heroes had 
to “take on” the biker gang. 

D: So you decided to go with goofy new wave drawing for your one 
and only song? 

A: It was the 80s, that’s what was popular. Also, why do you keep 
calling it our one and only song when | told you repeatedly that we 
had many other hits? 

D:; Your other music video had a shark. 

A: So, you admit we have other songs? 

D: What is the thinnest tie you ever wore? 


A: Uh, that was never our style. We were more like synth pop, not 
new wave. 

D: Seriously though, we all know you have leg warmers in your trunk. 
I’m glad your hair has calmed down. 

A: What does that have to do with anything? What kind of interview 
is this? 

D: You guys are big in Germany. When did you become Nazi sympa- 
thizers?. You know they lost WWII? 

A: The Germans aren't all Nazis. They’ve come a long way since 
then. They're actually an economic power in Europe. 

D: | bet Hitler listened to “Take On Me” while planning the Blitzkrieg. 
A: We weren't even born when he was alive. But | am to be sad if 
this is true. 

D: Sad that you weren't born in time for your Fuehrer, or that he en- 
joyed listening to your music? 

A: No! Neither of those is what | meant. Hitler is a bad man! 

D: All right, cool out Eichman. You've claimed that you're more rock 
and roll than a Deaf Leopard. What up? 

A: Well, we have six arms and they have five. It’s simple math. 

D: How many five-legged, hearing impaired leopards do you know? 
A: A few...hey wait, what are you talking about? 

D: According Scott Klopienstein of Reel Big Fish, “Take On Me” was 
written by the second trumpet player of his band. How bad does it 
feel to know your only song is a cover? 

A: Well, it’s just false. | remember writing it in Pals’ apartment in Lon- 
don. Scott is a liar. 

D: Are you just saying that because he is a Jew? 

A: What the hell? 

D: There is no Jewish hell. Do you like Dig magazine? 

A: | must say, I’ve never heard of you before today. 

D: Don't patronize me you sick bastard! 

A: No, | meant... 

D: It’s okay. What's with the leather? 

A: | am European. 

D: | have the ring tone on my cell of “Take On Me.” Would you do me 
the honor of singing along with it? Id love it. I'm your biggest fan. 

A: I'm the keyboardist, | never sang the songs. 

D: Fascinating. 

A: What do you mean? 

D: About what? 

A: You said fasinating. 

D: No I didn’t. This interview is over! You'll never work in this town 
again! 

A: | haven't worked in years, do you have any change? 

D: Sure, want to grab a bite at Pink’s? 

A: The hot dog stand? 

D: No, the strip club. 

A: Let's ride. 
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just Some 


Good ol’ Fashioned Fun 


By John Connor Is-It? 
Dig Magazine 


It was a Friday night and | was stone cold sober, but certainly 
not for long. | collected my friends and we headed to the seediest 
bar we could find in the seediest area code in the land: the 909. It 
was the least exciting part of a most exciting night that we would 
not soon forget. 


In keeping with the recommendations of nearly every public 
organization, we kept our drinking moderate. Shots were stopped 
at five a piece, and strictly beer after that. “Another round please,” 
we asked the barkeep politely. Once we drank our fill, we asked 
for the bill, and gave a generous three percent tip. The bartender 
said something like “Thanks a lot you assholes! | hope you get in 
a car accident on the way home!” He was so funny! 


We pulled out of the handicapped spot we were parked in, ac- 

~ cidentally hitting a car parked behind us. We decided not to leave 
a note, as we did not want to dist ith a bothersome 
insurance claim. Besides, ours 


Smoking cigarettes and dipping, someone presented a small 
bag of marijuana. Before | knew it, a comrade had “passed the 
duchy” over to me and somewhat hesitantly, | lit up the reefer 
cigarette. 


Once we were high on drugs, things really started to cook. We 
were really having good old-fashioned fun now. In our drunken 
haze we robbed a lonely old woman for gas money, and continued 
on our innocent romp down the highway. In the distance | spied a 
hitchhiker on the side of the road. It was very cold outside, not to 
mention very late, and I’m sure he was quite desperate for a ride. 
“Let's pretend we're going to pick him up!” | giggled. Pulling to the 
side of the road, he ran towards the car with a look of sheer joy on 
his hobo face. Just before he was within reach of the rear door, | 
peeled out, screeching down the road in a cloud of dust, each of 
my car mates giving the chipper traveler the finger. I’m sure he 
got a kick out of it. We sure did! 


Stopping again in beautiful Needles, California, we picked up 
‘an 18-pack of Natural Ice and a box of wine when we realized we 
were quite famished. Quickly we gathered the necessary i 
dients for smores. Taking a break from our g 

ur torch lighters to melt the confectio 


REVEIWS: Only the latest 


CD: Backstreet Boys- “Black & Blue” 
By Sabrina V. Johnson 


Backstreet’s back, alright! Just when you 
thought that grungy rock music had taken 
over, these four major hottie-bodies and the 
ugly guy zoom in from Orlando with great abs 
and great tunes. In this new album, titled Black 
& Blue, the pictures of the boys artwork are 
so yummy, | almost didn’t notice that the cover 
itself is black and blue!!! Omigod, these guys 
are sooo smart! 

Released only four years ago on Jive records, Black &Blue includes the 
smash hit “The Shape of My Heart.” The song proves that the ‘Boys do 
teen pop ballads better than anyone with soaring vocals and heartwarming 
lyrics layered on top of a catchy melody 

The opening sounds of “The Call” are reminiscent of the paranoia you 
get when your boyfriend calls you to tell you that even though he is at a 
party, he won't cheat on you. Actually that is what the song is about, except 
on the other end of the phone are the gorgeous BBs crooning better than 
Frank Sinatra or Pavarotti combined. 

From “Shining Star” to “Yes | Will’ and “Get Another Boyfriend,” the 
songs on the album range from apologetic ballads, swooning love songs, 
and cheeky break-up stories. 

The songs on Black & Blue are great to sing along with, especially “More 
Than That” and “Time.” Ready to prove once and for all that they are the 
new kings of pop music, Backstreet exemplifies the perfect combination of 
beauty and brains. Are you ready to bow down? 


rossroads 
By Jake Lloyd 


» This is the tender message of Crossroads, an epic 
_ tale of support and redemption that you'll want to 
watch again and again. 

Lovable Britney Spears acts to perfection as 
Lucy, a young woman who decides to take a cross- 
country drive with her two best friends. On the way, 
she confronts the mother who abandoned her, and 
she and her friends grapple with such dark issues 
as teen pregnancy and date rape. Watch out, those of you who don't like 
crying. | was in tears for nearly the whole movie, agonizing over the deep 
quandaries and soulful trials that Britney and friends must endure. 

The film has its up times, too. There is a scene--my favorite--where Ms. 
Spears has to step in and save her friend at a karaoke contest! Marvelous! 
Show me someone who can watch this scene and not just hug their pillow 
out of sheer delight. Or, when Kit (Zoe Saldana) finally meets up with her 
boyfriend, the sparks are uncontrollable; their love is possibly one of the 
greatest on-screen romances of all time. 

Flawless acting, compelling scriptwriting, and a breathtaking soundtrack 
make Crossroads a classic story of friendship. Buy this DVD and strap 
yourself in for a rollercoaster ride of unfettered joy and heartbreaking 
tragedy, a moving film sure to stand the test of time. 


Sometimes, we all need the love of a good friend. - 
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By Gorg 500,000 bce 


You see pictures on my wall. They 
good. One of girl and cow. She make 
cow happy. My name Gorg. | live in 
cave where it very cold and animals 
very hungry. They chase Gorg into cave 
where Gorg draw on wall for people to 
see. People come from afar away to see 
Gorg’s pictures. Mostly men come see 
pictures. 

Men like pictures because women in them a lot. The women have big 
circles. Very big circles Gorg put on them. There is one picture with women 
dancing in trees. They take off their fur off and dance close. There is one 
picture of woman washing a tiger. Tiger very mad but he like woman too 
so he no eat her. She has big circles like moon. 

On the darkest night of month men come to my cave. They sit in lines 
and stare at my walls of pictures. One man, Dag his name, make wooden 
sound maker. The sound maker is long piece of thing round wood with 
holes. He blows through wood and moves his hand to make strange 
sound. He play strange sounds for men while they look at Gorg’s pictures. 
Set mood for men. Then men do something only men do. My pictures very 
special. 

You come see Gorg's wall drawings. Women not like them but they 
need to cook animal meat for men so they no time to look at pictures 
anyway. | now go draw picture of women with large circles and dark fur 
cook Mammoth and rub blood on circles for men to look at tonight. You 
come too. You like big circles and sound maker. 

Movie: Jazz Singer 


WARNER BROS SUPREME TRITMPH By Scott Baio 

Hey guys and dolls, you ain't heard nothin’ yet! 
The newest thing on the block is the TALKIE!!! The 
first sound reel is here and it's called The Jazz 
Singer, the story of a young Jewish boy, son of a 
cantor who has the hots for Negro music. 

Ignoring his parents wishes and generations of 
family tradition and says “screw’ to his folks. The 
young Jewish musician runs off to the Big Apple to 
play the hot sounds of jazz. 

It stars the bees knees of music, the hottest thing in show biz, Al Jolsen. 
He’s got all the magic of Cab Calloway but none of the color! 

Although this flashy “Sound-o-vision’ is all the rage, immortal stars of the 
silent screen such as Reginald Pewterbottom and Hapford Danglesmith say 
surely it will never out hop the silent movies we all love. “This newfangled 
talkie nonsense is just poppycock. This balderdash is simply a passing fad 
like the jitterbug, or women’s suffrage,” said Pewterbottom. 

The film ends with Al Jolsen singing to his mammy in hilarious blackface 
sure to leave you rolling in the aisles. In other words, it's a gay old time! 
So grab yourself a dame, swing by the local gin mill, and bunny hop on 
down to the nearest movie house and have a gander at The Jazz Singer. 
It's the cat's pajamas, and that's no jive. 


is O T iN L D Q Evers student has a a stor. We just dont care enough to jepon it properly. 


__ Slava has a totally awesome name. Seriously, it’s one 
_letter away from “lava,” and that’s pretty damned cool. 
_ Anyway, his reports are pretty much the best things I've __ 
_ever read. Suffice it to say that you'll never look at — 
__orfuckups the same ae ever again eter peta these © 


And then my friend, Coon Doggy, he ‘pretends to be 
Terry's mom and he’s all next to the bed crying and asking — 
the doctor why he can't give his dying daughter a drink of © 

ater. And then my other friend pretends to. be the dad and 


sate a whole bunch of friends whe eae . 


nd the y re all screaming and telling us to : 


By Slava Fardiq 


Because of the actions of certain senators, the 69er and Diq 
agazine will not be here next year. While some may see the 
ath of student media as a cause for celebration, our offices 


Il not be playing Earth, Wind and Fire’s seminal hit anytime - 


: soon. As a matter of fact, the only song I’m interested in hear- 


| lately is Seal’s “Kiss From A Rose.” But if Seal had writ- 
nasong about these certain senator's despicable behavior, : 


len | would certainly listen to that instead. 
_ Senator Es-Tee Dee, as well as 7 of her fellow senators, ig- 
ed feverish pleas to include a proposed 69er fee increase 
on the | pod ballot cee to put the decision i in the hands 


Unlike the ecircoinedienne Cea he shares his 
me, Paul Jacob Reiser has not had a funny life. Paul was 
2 but it took his parents fi fi ifteen ae to realize 


a the students. Low voter turnout (10 percent of the student 


body) was cited as one of the reasons why 17 out of touch 


__ senators decided to make the decision for 35,000 (2 of which 


abstained from the vote). And while Ms. Dee did play a mini- 
mai role in the final decision, it was her wicked tongue and 
heated words in regards to past publications like the univer- 
sally lauded Lowlifes that earned her the title of Total Dig. 
Ms. Dee decided that it was pertinent to bring up Lowlifes 


_as an example of misuse of student funds. The fact that the 


issue had already been resolved (and in the favor of those 


_ shifty ass holes at Lowlifes, no less), never ever occurred to 


_ Ms. Dee. As a matter of fact, not much occurs to Ms. Dee, as 
she’s more concerned with how her shiny headgear looks than 
_ she is with the extreme importance of issues presented at any 
_ given senate meeting. In the opinion of this author, Ms. Dee 
_ sits in her chair, furry brow furrowed and tries to come up with 


_an angry rant that will make her sound smart and passionate 
_ about the issue. The only problem with this tactic is that while 
_ she does this, the rest of the world passes her by and, before 
_ life of someone ‘that should be dead is going directly against - 

| God's will. And then we just piss puree: - 


her rant is even finished, everybody elsehas stopped listening 


_and started thinking about the Little Rascals. 
_._ Long story shori, 
Ms. 


Dee should 
be ashamed of the 


work she’s done 
_in the name of the 
students. Plus, one 


time | saw that she 
got her headgear 


. stuck on a chain link 
fence and she was 
: stuck there for like 


two hours. FUCK- 


_ ING MOTED! 


_ ended disastrously. After mistakenly climbing halfway up Dis- — 
heylands Matterhorn ride, Paul contracted frostbite and lost 
both of his hands. 

_ mainly due to my hypochondria,” Paul said of his lost hands. 


“The doctors said that the frost bite was 


Now Paui hangs out in front of the Sav-on next to my house 


d and makes me feel like crap every time | don't give him mon- 


ey. But I’ve pretty much made up for being a crappy person. : 
by bestowing this hideous cripple the honor of Total Dig. 


__ Right now I’m typing this in a Starbucks across the way 


m Paul's Sav-on. He sold his wheelchair and his teeth for 
a handkerchief and a stick weeks ago (he has yet to make 
proper bindle for himself). He’s wearing a black trash bag 


_as a diaper, but the fecal matter and urine are beginning to 


wn spill over the edges. He looks like a homeless, blind, crippled — 


_Jesus. But one thing's is for certain, Paul has not given up 


hope of fulfilling his dream and that makes him completely 


Pa 


pital 


.m 


ee | ree 


$2.50 Pintas de la Importacion 7-11 p.m 


Los Domingos 
Dia: “Libertala Piscina" 
Noche: la Noche de la Industria de servicios 
$1.00 Beben Bien $1.50 Pintas Domésticas _ 
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